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And the air had thrilled to his morning song,
The ripples of life and glee
That floated, all rainbow-tinted, along,
Striking a note that rang true and strong
On the strings of Eternity.
It's very long, isn't it ? and they say that ' good
things are done up in small parcels/
I love your birthday poem so much. You've missed
your vocation. You should be a Poet Laureate. I
will make you mine !
I am sure no one had so much poetry written about
them spontaneously before, while they were alive.
Ordinary kings and queens have to pay for it, so they
get rubbish.
Pegasus, being thoroughbred, will not stand a spur-
even a golden one.
I wanted so to talk about Blake and about horo-
scopes the other day, but of course forgot about both!
I wish I'd known Blake. I would love to argue about
light and shade with him. He was all wrong—strange
for such a great man. He took the superficial view
that shadow is to soften and conceal. It never seemed
to dawn on him that bad draughtsmen may use shadows
for this: but a Master, such as Rembrandt, has as
true an outline as Flaxman, and each shadow is a
definite thing with a shape, as much so as an arm or a
leg. But I must not write lectures on Art or Blake !
I have no room and you no time to read.
Take care of yourself, you blessed old dear. I am
very well, and luckily for me escaped my usual bad
cold, which generally gets hold of me in January. The
frosty weather always agrees with me.
Last night I dreamt I was walking on the cliff beyond
John's Port, with a ripe cornfield with poppies on my
right, when a great khaki-coloured snake rushed out of
the corn and slithered down the clifi I

